" You know it."
r"I've never been in love before.   Not like this."

" Can you build your life on the love of a man for another woman? "

" No, on my love for him."

" An empty shell."

Gabrielle covered her face with her hands. The silence was deep,
immeasurable. Her lifted face betrayed a defeat and a victory. " I
knew it all along," she said.

Dumas did not sympathize with her, but in the days that followed
he traced the depth of her emotional experience in the new power and
freedom of her voice. If he caught himself wishing her first love
might have been a happier affair, he reminded himself that Gabrielle
was strong enough to work out her own destiny.

As Rufus had hoped she would, Gabrielle turned unconsciously to
him for support when she set herself to forget her love for Jeffry
Lane. His love had a healing quality that in its constant protection
quieted the tumult within her. She found, nevertheless, that if her
love for Jeffry became more still, it did not diminish in depth or
breadth. When she did not see him, although not content, she was
less swayed and torn by emotion. For his voice, his smile, could turn
her strength to helplessness. For the third time in the history of the
Livingstons, a Julia and a Gabrielle loved the same man.
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1 HE days that trudged over Gabnelle's heart were magic ones for
Julia. For the first time in her life, she had come to the sweeping
acquaintance with love. Skating beside her that first evening, Jeffry
.Lan? had said, " Don't look now. But 1'rn in love with you, Julia."
She stumbled and he caught her in his arms. " I love you," he
whispered and kissed her.
The night closed in on them and bound in wind and darkness her
answer: " I'm glad. I don't think I could have stood it if you hadn't
told me so quickly."
Over cups of hot chocolate in a small restaurant on Spring Avenue,
Jeffry gave her a sketchy history of himself. It was a new and thrilling
experience for Julia to be listening to a man with real interest in
what he did or said.
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